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When T entered the church, I became aware of an immense
crowd which t could not see: the people filling the nave and
transepts. They made ,i noise like bees about to swarm. This
sound echoed all about the vast church in a constant, rhythmic
buzz. Crimson and gold banners hung from the roof, long
nanow cloths that hid the pilhus and gave an appearance of
extraordinary richness to the church. There must have been
hundreds and thousands of electric candles all over the building
and outlining the dome.

Led by an oilicial from whose velvet cape peeped the point
of a rapier, I was taken to one of the most privileged places in
St. Pe.tci's: the .small space in the apse, near the Papal throne,
which is reserved for the royal family, the diplomatic corps,
the Pope's relatives, and the Order of Malta. The excellence
of my seat was bewildering, for to be privileged to see a
Papal ceremony from such close quarters is not only a critical
test of one's powers of observation, but of one's knowledge.

A few yards away, in the centre of the apse, a white throne
stood beneath u cloth of state; it was approached by seven
steps carpeted in red. Uehind the throne rose that enthusiastic
w-ave of baroque which terminates SL, Peter's to the west:
the Cathedra Petri of Bernini. Four immense figures in
agitated draperies, St. Ambrose, St. Augustine, St. Athanasius,
and St. Chrysostom, representing the Latin and the Greek
Churches, stand at the corners of a weighty golden chair
which is poised in mid air and escorted by two plump cupids,
who hold the Papal tiara and the keys of St. Peter. Nothing
could have formed a more remarkable contrast to this flam-
boyant throne than the simple white one below it on which
the Pope was to sit.

Five hours passed imperceptibly. Histoiy was always
crossing the blue carpet of the apse. Sometimes it would
take the form of an oilicer of the Swiss Guard m Michel-
angelo's uniform, or a member of the Noble Guard in scarlet
tunic, white buckskin breeches, and black thigh-boots, a
cavalry corps that once escorted the Pope's carriage and
guarded him on journeys. Although the Papal stables are
now empty, these men still wear spurs. A man in a uniform
that puzzled me appeared for a moment: a man in blue and
orange, grasping a brass helmet. A chamberlain told me that